ANON and CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE

From Dowland's Third Book of Songs or Airs, 1603

Weep you no more, sad fountains,

What need you flow so fast?
Look! how the snowy mountains
Heaven's sun doth gently waste.
But my Sun's heavenly eyes
View not your weeping,
That now lies sleeping
Softly; now softly lies
Sleeping.

Sleep is a reconciling,

A rest that peace begets.
Doth not the sun rise smiling
When fair at e'en he sets?
Rest you;  then rest, sad eyes,
Melt not in weeping;
While She lies sleeping
Softly;  now softly lies
Sleeping.

ANON

From England's Helicon, 1600
The passionate shepherd to U$ towe
Come live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove,
That valleys, groves, hills and fields,
Woods or steepy mountain yields.
And we will sit upon the rocks,
Seeing the .shepherds feed their flocks,
By shallow rivers, to whose falls
Melodious birds sing madrigals*
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